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PREPARING FOR THE NEW YEAR. 


“ As is usual at this time of year, Poor Pa i Ul ad ; ; ; : : : 
inn year, a is as full of good resolutions as a bonbon is full of pretty things. Not only does he intend putling down drink 
oS : age see but he has resolved also to shake off all disreputable acquainignces. Whilst out the other day with Tottie and Lardi, ie wat face to face 
afured #5 > oses and Mr. McGooseley, whom he immediately proceeded to cut dead. So enraged was the latter gentleman with this pointed insult, that he 
Sight Dad on the spot, and a dreadful battle would doubtless have d had not the two girls dragyed Papa away.”—Toorsie. 


THE WOMAN AVELINE. 


—— 


In the Rue Roquépine, in Paris, about nine years ago 
lived Mademoiselle Fournier, a rich old maiden lady, aged 
eighty-two. Her steward, aged forty-five, and the steward's 
wife, aged thirty-six, lived in the same house, and a military 
officer and his ordinary, aged twenty-five, occupied apart- 
ments overhead. 

The steward, whose name was Aveline, had saved money, 
and hoped, with the addition of more money promised him 
hy the old lady, very soon to be able to retire and live com 
fortably on his means in the village where he was born, 
He was devotedly attached to his wife, and she seemed to 
live very happily with him until she made the acquaintance 
of the young soldier, a heavily-built, stupid-looking fellow, 
but, in her eyes, a god. The husband, after the manner 
of husbands, saw nothing that was passine, but weleomed 
the visits of Garnier (the soldier's name) with profuse 
cordiality. 

One day it occurred to Madame Aveline that her husband 
ought to die, so that she could marry the soldier; but the 
husband was healthy and robust. He might see them both 
out. A way of getting rid of him was theught of. He was 
passionately fond of sport. and every vear went shooting at 
his native place, the Calvados, Madame told Garnier to 
buy some dynamite and introduce it into the cartridges, so 
that when the unhappy husband drew the trigger, he might 
be straightway blown to smitiereens. Garnier, however. 
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GOOD RESOLUTIONS. 


And the next morn contributed forty shillings to the 
exchequer. Mrs. B. says that, economically speaking, he 
ought to have done the “ month.” 


8° asking 

fo. = We me for money,” said Bib- _And burning with the true spirit of self-sacrifice, he 

«year, or ruin is practise the s¢rictest — went the entire day without food, subsisting simply on 
ula is inevitable.’ @ little liquid nourishment. 
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could not, or, anyhow, said he could not, procure the deadly stuff, 
and, indeed, did not appear to be in any great hurry to dis pose ot 
the husband. To the passionate utterance, * Kill him! kill him at 
once!" he replied, “ Let us wait awhile. Ina few months I shail 
yet my discharge. I cannot marry you before then.” 

Bat she, on retlection, saw that by the French law she could not 
marry until a year after her husband's death. The sooner he died, 
therefore, the better, The shooting season was close at hand, 
Aveline went down into the country to his sister's farmhouse, 
Whereat he presently begged his wife to Join him, She did so, 
taking soncthing with her, : 

Lhe day after her arrival Madame took her young niece aside, 
“Your uncle,” said she, has a bad cold and cough, You should 
make him some tisane” (av decoction of liquorice), The tisane 
was made, Madame mixed with it a little of the something she 
hod browsht down, and Aveline, after the first spoonful, cried out, 
“What filth is this?) How bitter?" and flung the liquid among 
the ashes under the grate. He was, however, very ill during the 
afternoon, 

“[ have begun to attack the enemy, but I know not whether 
vietory will be mine,” she wrote to her lover. It was not; and 
Garnier, who by this time had obtained his discharge, was sent for 
to complete the work, He came down with a gun, and Madame 
Aveline secretly showed hima spot where he could lie in ambushand 
fire on her husband as hecame by, | She left him here, and returning 
to the farmhouse, went up to her bedroom, where she waited two 
lonely hours, listening with bated breath tor the sound of a shot, 
But there was no sound—no sound until the whistling of a merry 
tune fell upon her ear, It was her husband coming home. 

Garnier had funked the job at the last moment, and going to 
Bayeux, put up at an inn for the night. Next day he returned, but 
did not meet Madame Aveline until the day after, when another 
ambush was arranged—this time in a paddock close to the farm. 
Here he waited till dusk, Madame, it is supposed, keeping him 
company lest his courage should again desert him at the critical 
moment. 

The unconscious victim had started, 13 usual, at daybreak, and 
was not exp-cted home till twilight. During the day the house- 
dogs at the farm kept up a persistent barking, which the farmer 
had great difficulty in silencing, About six o'clock a gunshot was 
heard. The farmer ran out and found his brother-in-law lying 
dead in the road. 

Almost immedintely suspicion fell upon the guilty pair, and 
Garnier's lodgings being searched, a number of letters from Madame 
Aveline to her lover were discovered, leaving no possible doubt as 
to the authors of the crime. Furthertaore, Garnier made a full 
confession, and, like a sneak, threw all the blame on the woman. 

In the dock the heroine of this drama appeared as an insigni- 
ficant-looking creature, cold and collected, showing throughout no 
sign of weakness, but regarding her compauion with @ sneer. 
When, however, the verdict was to be given, she fell intoa dead 
faint, and, still unconscious, had to be held upright to receive 
sentence. She was condemned to death, but was reprieved,and in 
the end confined for life, whilst her ill-advised suldier was seu- 
tenced to hard Inbour for life. 

* e * « * * 
OME NUSE. 

mean billium av join the sallivashun an e iss a lernin off the 

drum. iff e maik mor nois wen e ay lern itt wil bee a corshun. 
(Neat week “ On Board the ‘ Betsy.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
= 
*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stan ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do uot inclose loose stamps. 


Thank you, Evy, for New Year grecting ; pray accept the 
Ancient’s too, Yow are wrong entirely, NIMBLE, From a legal 
oer of view. Very much in haste, Miss Jounson, We could 
hardly read your note, Some day. very likely, WATCHMAN, Tell 
us, C.S., when you wrote, We will do so, THOMAS WILLIAMS. 
Certainly you must, Devout. Very sorry, COUNTRY CousIN, 
That you found the Crumpet out, Send it in by all means, C1ssy ; 
Tt shail be returned, of course. Probably you may, A LOVER, From 
a very altered source. Storer wouldn't go, PUMP HANDLE, 
Naught could drag him there, we know, Sorry, JEM, we can't 
reward you, Send anther, VS. LOWE. Doubtirss it was lost, 
ENQuirER; Even postmen sometimes err, It is Mrs. Sloper, 
JINNY, He's a bit afraid of her. 
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Will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
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United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY 
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time of the Accident, “ALLY SLOPER’s HALE - HOLIDAY” is 
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ing at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


——s 


De Booser. 1 guess 1 surprised Jones yesterday, 
Sladdon, Wow was that? 
De Booser, Why, he asked me to have a drink, and— 
Sladdon, Did you refuse? 5 ¢ 

* 


Ir is perfectly untrue that “When the leaves begin to turn” 
was written on the Ist January, or that the talented composer had 
in his mind the countless thousands who, upon the commencemeut 
of each New Year, firmly resolve to “ turn over a new leaf.” 

- € 


* 
A WIFE was oft put up for sale, 
In those good days of old ; 
Alas! that’s changed, for now it is 
The husbands who are seld, 
* 


4 
“You are a great chess player, aren't you, dad?” the Olive 
Branch asked, and Bladder Pater asked whence his targlet had 
derived the information. “Why,” responded the hope of the 
house of Bladder, “ Mr. Snarler say 3 youre always pawning some- 
thing and rooking somebody.” s « 
* 
School Eramincr, What is the capital of Persia? Next! Next! 
Yes, yon may speak. 
Suall Pupil, Py sir, 
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FASHION FANC!ES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 453.--The “ Pantomime Witch" Costume. 


“Golly ! I wonder why it is no one 
offers to marry me?” 


The suicide stood on the brink, 
Then turned and had another drink. 


iV 


Dora, I wouldn't he in your shoes for anything, Flo, TI shonld look upon it as 
a misfortune, Flo (ina temper). Tt woul be a misfit, at any nate. 


ee 


A furry nice cloak and a woolly 
nice poodle, « 


* Smells nasty? Why, it’s one of the 
efigars yon gave me fora nreaent.” 


pM 


(Saturday, December 81, 1992, 


Friend, Well, old fellow, how are you getti 
sunsh. It's awfully hard work to Rein prncticn one ‘ 
oun or. ound it at { sob pte. ete 
to make a start. ‘ irst, but 1 think Mm beg)... 
‘riend, Indeed! I'm glad to hear it, I'm sure. 
Young Doctor. Yes; you see, they've j ; ; 
ball club, : cf ois ve just started a local : 
s 


It was the proud father and he was i tev. ren 
and heir through a short geographical Rites Hol Rand 
show the assembled guests what a little prodigy he Maas. 
now, Reginald, he asked, in conclusion, “tell me ce ee 
Paraguay? You don't know? Come, come, think a moment. 
boy; surely you've heard of it?” But Reginald still ‘le 
head, and the disappointed parent somewhat sharply told hi 
it was “In Argentine, of course.” Then did the true ger Nie 
boy shine out. “You needn't be so bally proud abouts i 
shouted, ns he made tracks for the door. “If it wasn't th: ae 
dropped two or three thousand through the blessed dock ee 
you wouldu’t have kuown anything about it yourself!” ne SES 

ee = 


Tuo man who drinks and walks away, 
Will live to booze another day ; mt 
Sut he that drinks himself halt blind 
Upou the sawdust you will find, : 
phat House Poems, No, 27, 1.3, 
STEP-DANCING has now developed itself into a most ye: 
science. We know of one of the high-kicking wateEhoo! 
practises trying to kick out the light of a candle that is stu 
the mantelpiece. She says this acts both ways, It not 
develops the strength of the calf inthe back, but the wartti «{ 
the flame gives elasticity to the Achilles tendon, Thus is every 
object gained. es Pe 
s 


t 
t 


IT does not by any means follow that the man who works iy - 
composing-room should necessarily be a musician, oe 
* 

* 

“TI MUST eny that that picture of the ‘Dancing Gal’ at tho 
Palace runs something on the jump stakes. It is eccentric, yer I 
can’t quite agree with my friend Jones when he said that at anit 
six feet distance he mistook it for a picture of two black puddius 
and a winter cabbage.” ee ae 

e 


THEY were just lighting their cigars, when a rooster in the nest 
garden began to crow in that po aggressive manner app-r- 
taining to the Shanghai tribe. “That is a fearful nuisance,” 
observed the host. “| didn’t mind it at first, but every day the 
beggar gets stronger and more vociferous.” “Ah! it is evidently 
a growing evil,” eaid Snooks, “A crowing evil, you mes,” 
observed Sharpshins ; aud then they called for whisky and suca, 


* 

WHAT an sweet old song it was—“ Hard times come again no 
more.” Well, it isa poor heart that never rejoices, and that i: 
ought to be commended who was still happy when he had not eves 
rot a rag to boil his Christmas pudding in, and tried to make 
believe that he was having a high old time when he stewed a staie 
bath-bun up inacounty court writ, and almost got boozed oua 
bottle of ginger-ale afterwards. 4 » 

* 


“THs is right for Hart Street, my lad, isn’t it?” inquired a 
stranger, whose nasal organ bore evidence of a recent election ora 
football scrimmage. “ Foller yer noge,” was the reply of the urchin, 
putting down his basket. “ But I was told to turn round the cor 
ner,” persisted the puzzled pedestrian, “ Well, and so you will if 
you takes my advice,” said the bright little lad,as he shouldered 
his burden again, and strolled merrily away to the tune of "Tid 
Man Who Broke the Bank at Monte Carlo.” 

* 


“1 pon’? like Christmastide at all,” 
Bewniled the greedy little pig. 
“The Christmas-Box | get is small ; 
The pill-box l require is big.” 

* 


s 
“ MILLICENT,” he said, despairingly, as he threw himself once 
more at the haughty beauty’s feet, “if you could only read ms 
heart, if you could but guess my Jove—" “Thanks! Its. 
conundrum | prefer to géve up,” responded the lovely girl, couiy. 
And yet another broken-hearted wretch went out in search for tie 
best means of suicide, ** 


THE SERPENTINE DANCE:—The antics of the all-the-vear- 
round bathers to get themselves warm wheu they come out ol it 
s* 


* 

“I've just dropped in with this little document.” as the wr:t- 
server remarked to Jibson, when he handed him the ugly puper. 
“Then you'll just drop out with it for a change,” as Jibsou 
remarked to the writ-server, a3 he pitched him out of the tirst 
floor window and hurled the blue-coloured missive after Lim to 
help break his fall. oe 

s 


First Friend. Yes, poor fellow, it was a very determined suicide. 
Ne evidently meant to do the thing thoroughly—make eure there 
was no mistake about it, you know. 

Second Friend. Oh, indeed! Prussic acid, I suppose. 

First Friend. Dear, me, no! Something much more dread fal : 
a whole sixpenvy worth of Scotch Whisky at a roadside public, 


s 

Eacu was the other's affinity—what pained the one hurt the 
other—and the affinity business went on to such an extent that, 
when he started growing a moustache, her upper lip began to show 
signs of chapping; and when she took to powder, there were 
frequent signs of it upon his cheek, 

* . . 

A YOUNG lady, whose fiancé rejoices in the Christian name of 
Hugh, being reiuonstrated with by her parents for allowing jh" 
young man to devote rather too much of his attention tu olher 
damsels, promptly responded that she was ZZugh-sed to it. 

* . Ras. 

How many of the unemployed are there about this festive 
season, yet how many of them can still find the price of 4 Cites 
nennyworth. We know of one dear creature who gets a handente 
iving at cold Christmas-time by letting himself out to remove Th 
snow off the suburban roof. Ile starts with having & dozen hi t 
Jrishes, and then, carefully lying across the chimney-pot. pi 5 
on to the snow, and if this is not enough to make a bally avaiine be 
that would shake Mont Blane to the area we don't know wills. 

’ 


this 


THERE was & young Johnnie of Joppa, 
Wiose costume approached the improper, 
For he wore but one shoe 
And a tie greenish-blue, 
Anda second-hand, second-rate topper. 


* 
Spinner. allo! bought a new umbrella? 
Meanly. Yes; 1 New Year's present for the wife. Atri 
Spinner, But she'll never use a big thing, with a rouge © 
like that, surely? ; ae 
Meanly, N-no, | don’t suppose she will; but, between our’ © 
my own is getting a bit shabby, and—er-er—il she does net © 
I can. */* 
= ait nal 
Ir was a faithful Spaniel, and he stopped a Newfounl 
Acquaintance to discuss the weather, Home Rule, the Hee ; 
word” dilemma and other topics, when the local ee Ne aha 
‘That man,” said the Spaniel, “was once my owner. ie eae 
ingratitude of the human race. He bartered me for colts: Hate" 
he cuts me dead!” ‘He served my brother worse than Us 
said the Newfoundland. “He cut him alive ! Sepsvets 
[And then they resolved to lay the matter 2ere* 
Anti-Viviarction Societ ifs 


riay, December 31, 1892.) 
“TooTsie AT THE PALACE THEATRE. 


eych a formidable dba Re the New Fi asger Rarity bee 
agen eee’ at quarter 0 e globe w ave 

caterers round about t q a eck ts chai 
laurels, 

The opening bill 
was as long as the 
auditorium was 
crowded, but since 
then, of course, 
things work much 
closer, The Round 
Tower is a decided 
novelty for the 
variety stage, and 
it is not before that 
® quartette such as 
that composed of 
Jack Barnes,W.Rig- 
nold, T. Renouf and 
Marie lllington 
has been found in 
a“ hall.” 

The next novelty 
ia The Sleeper 
Awakened—a 
blending of ballet 
and burlesque, for 
the dialogue of 
which my_ Siam- 
esian friend, 
“Richard - Henry,” 
is responsible, 
whilst the ballet 
has been invented 
and arranged by 
Sir Augustus, In 
it Charles Coborn is 
musing, as isalso J, A. Cave and Josephine Findley. Ada Lincoln 
| Walter Sealby do what they can with the parts allotted to them, 

1 the premiéres danseuses are Rossi, Stichel and Riganti, 

<ipply the high art kick-up, tip-toe rambles, pirouettes, 
; sand tee-to-tum twirling. 

| sand imegine that not a few of the ladies who sat in evening 

cin the stalls the first night had, probably, never before been 
1) priace of varieties, and must have n considerably surprised 
tue Frantz Family in their clever “drawing-room entertain- 
i.” wherein they go through some startling acrobatic feats in 

ry modern attire. 
oftus is delightful as a hoyden, and her by-baby song is 
y applauded, The Hulines’ performance is clever and 
wt) Arthur is 
mitates some 
i most popular 
miisieshall singers. 
‘y the way, the 
viusieshall artist is 
widays much 
seasy of imita- 
an actors on 
i who of 
te veara have, with 
very few excep- 
ions, lost much of 
their individuality, 
voidbare no more like 
tie character they 
present than 
Suith, Brown, 
Jones and Robin- 
sonoare, Tt was 
pet so, the Dook 
ssook says, in the 
days of Wright, 
aul Bedford, Kee- 
lev, Buckstone and 
Compton, whose 
uaiverin: peculiari- 
hes of voice and 
manner were 
quickly caught up. 

Marvelle’s dogs, 

including the fa- 


Sat 


TH 


Josephine Findley. 


Ada Lincoln, 


ve 


are very 
popular, Don Juan 
Cucedo does hig 
wonderful evolutions on the wire, and Francois de Blanche is clever. 

Rut what pleased me most of anything was the happily-chosen 
and named pantomimic ballet, written and arranged by Sir 
Aucsustus Harris and Cecil Raleigh—F'rom London to Paris; or, 
d « Duke, the Dumb Thief, the Detective and the Dancing Girl. 
Tu story begins at Charing Cross railway station, where is assem- 
d vida crowd of travellers, oungers, porters, postmen, refreshment- 
rom young ladies and newspaper boys. The costumes are very 
|, ‘turesjue, and the business of the scene clever. Here turns up 
‘inderdecken Van Noser (Walter Sealby), who is shadowing the 
irqiis of Mulberry (Arthur Ring), who wants to run away with 
“tue St. Jessamine (Carrie Coote), @ young lady from the “halls.” 
‘Auother little job Van Noser has also on hand is the capture of one 
Velvet Sam (Paul Mar- 
tinetti). Sam, poppin 
on a— sham _ beard, 
manages to obtain em- 
ployment from the ‘tec 
in the pursuit of Mul- 
berry and his lady love, 
and they all start for 
Paris. 

The next scene isthe 
deck of the Dover boat, 
and, of course, there 
is a very rough pns- 
rage, in which Van 
Noser suffers much. 
The next scene is the 
“Greatest Hotel,” 
whereVel vet Sam plays 
no end of comic capers, 
and the last scene is 
the exterior of the 
Moulin Rouge, the re- 
sort of the naughty; 
and here, after some 
good business and a 
capital grotesque dance 
by Albertieri, the story 
comes toan end witha 
grand Procession of 
Arts and Sciences. 

The piece is very 
amusing, and affords 
imany opportunities for 
those marvellous pan- 
tomimists, the Marti- 
iar nettis, the Jike of 

Not to be found in London or Paris. 
ns to bea great future before the Palace Theatre, and 
lly greatly increase the number of music-hall patrons 

~''t-priced seats, Bravo, Sir Augustus ! 


Francois de Blanche, 


r Scalby, 


Paul Martinetti. 


ert 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


EPITAPH ON A TIGHT-LACER. 
WHEN | was but a tiny mite, 
My mother thought it meet and right 
To mould my limbs ; 80, day and night, 
She laced me tight. 
When childhood’s years had ta’en their flight, 
It yielded me supreme delight 
To keep my figure trim and slight 
By lacing tight. 
Should I become a fat, fat fright 
And all my friends’ contempt excite? 
No, no, i'd be a dainty sprite 
Through lacing tight. 


That such a course my health would blight 
The doctors vowed ; but 1, despite 
Their warnings, felt determined quite 
To lace me tight. 
No tongue could tell, no pen conld write 
What pain I bore by day and night, 
Till pale | grew, and pinched and white 
Through lacing tight. 
And, lo! within my chamber bright, 
The death-god came to me one night, 
And in his arms (which served jne right) 
He laced me tight. 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and footnotes 
y his friends and relations.) 
CHAPTER XXXIX. 

I HAVE always kept my Christmas merry, and have tried to 
gather my friends round me, _ It is the duty of every good citizen 
to keep his friends as near to him as he possibly can, 

(Well, this ain't altogether disinterested. It is just as well that 
ALLY does keep his bally friends near to him sometimes, for when 
he leaves them Christmas smokers, hang it! if it wasn’t for cannon- 
ing off them, there wouldn't be a lamp-post standing upright 
between the Gaiety bar and the Cheshire Cheese.— McG.) 

I love to see the door with mistletoe hanging in the hall, and the 
sweet, young, ruddy-faced girls coming tripping in. Even the 
squark of innocence is not to be despised. 1 myself at times like 
to play at the good old game. 

(Play at the good old game, indeed! Pa's conduct is simply 
disgraceful. Why, this Christmas, when he kissed Lardi under the 
mistletoe, bless me if the sergeant of police didn’t come in and 
wanted to know if we had had a gas explosion inthe back kitchen. 
At his time of life he certainly ought to know better, What a 
thing it is to have a pa like this !—TOoTSIE.) 

Yes. Ah! many a happy Christmas have | had,and many is the 
Goose Club that 1 have joined, though I have not always come 
home with a most succulent and toothsome of birds, The Goose 
Club House ia, in fact, not what might always be desirable. The 
stuffing goes a great way, I do admit ; but yet there is a toughness 
about the creature which can't always be got over, 

(Zshould think not. 1 sha'n’t forget ina hurry the last goose 
soirée there was on at the Old ’Un's. He couldn't cut a slice off it 
nohow, and the only way he could break it up at last was b 
shoving a pennyworth of gunpowder in it, and lighting it up with 
% vesuvian,) 

I always look forward to Christmas—Christmnas is the time of 
happy joviality, when old friends meet and old feuds are forgotten, 
The needful half-dollar is always on the lay, and even the heart of 
the water-rates become softened. 

Yet, | have had some difficulty before now in getting the need- 
ful elements of the feast together. Somehow geese do not seem 
to hang in one corner, nor are drakes always to be found in the 
dustbin, Christmas worrits me a little because I always so wish to 
do my level best in welcoming them to my hospitable abode. 

(He don’t always, though, play this game quite strictly off the 
reel. This Christmas Day, when he tried to welcome me and 
opened the door, he took a back seat on the door-mat, and when I 
ot in he caught hold of one of my ankles and wanted to know 
why it was that his enemies would keep ony ite in polonies through 
the keyhole. SLOPER ain't always the Christmas Christian that 
he ought to be.—McG. once more.) 

My Christmas, this year, was a singularly festive one, and even 
now its influence has not yet departed from my soul. 

([ should think not, indeed ! The Old 'Un has not yet recovered 
from the grand continued booze he kept up all the festive-time, 
and you may bet your life the bruises he got knocking up against 
Jamp-posts and falling into putters are still fine and large.—McG. ) 

The New Year has dawned. Surely it is worthy of a fresh chapter. 

(To be continued next week.) 


SONG OF A MAN. OF COLOUR. 
On, Blackbirds abound in the bushes, 
And Blackstone the lawyers adore, 
Of Black brows the novelist gushes, 
And Blackcock are shot on the moor ; 
On Biackboards we scribble our figures, 
And Blackthorns in Ireland resound ; 
And Black are the maritime niggers 
And Black-sheep we see all around. 


And Black is our orthodox “ mourning, 
And Black was the Brumswicker, too ; 

In Black hats ourselves we're adorning, 
With Blacking we polish the shoe. 

Black draughts we imbibe when we're seedy, 
Black-jack we imbibe when we're well, 

Black-pudding’s adored by the greedy, 
Black Care ALLY tries to dispel. 


Black-heetles await the home-comer, 
Blackberries are as common as flies, 

And Blackpool's the place in the summer, 
And Black were those two lovely eyes. 

To the Black Forest would | were hasting, 
To the Black Sea I'd hie me with glee, 

For Black ink, kind reader, 1’m wasting, 
And | fear you'll be Blackguarding me, 

—_—_—_>—__—__ 


MARRIED A GIRTON GIRL. 

Youne Billie Benjaminoist has only been married a twelve- 
month this Christmas, and yet, when we tumbled across him yes- 
terday, he seemed to have the weight of the world on his shoulders. 
Yet his wife, as pretty a girl as ever sat on a seaweed-album and 
pressed fern-lenves, was a lady bred and born, a senior classic at 
Girton, and had “expectations ” galore. 

“Hal” said he, “you're not married, are you?” 

We—that is the particular young man of SLOPFR's who writes 
these lines—replied that he was not. 

“Then steer clear of it,” groaned William ; “or, if you don’t quite 
manage to do that. be particularly careful that you don’t get hold 
of n blue-stocking.” 

“Indeed! Why?” 

“My boy, I will tell you. It is an Englishman's privilege now 
and then to ease his mind by reciting extracts from the Hebrew 
Commination Service. You've heard fellows at it, doubtless?” 

“D've mean I've heard *em swear?” 

“M'ves! call it soif you choose, Well, my missis was a senior 
wrangler at Girton, and that’s just where it is, She knows the 
meaning and derivation of every bally word in the swear diction- 
ary, and. whenever I get a bit off my chest, she'll say, “Oh, you 
don't mean d—-; you mean the ancient Greek adverb for so-and- 
so, or the old Norman incantation beginning—oh, I tell you, it’s 
cruel! And all I can do whilst she uncorkscrews the gibberish otf 
her tongue, is to sit still and dry up. 

«* 
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Scud 
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lin a 


| ghastly 
room ona heap 
of rags past 
pawning, \ 
stretch and \ \ 
toss and coil . 
in turns the | 
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THE DOCTOR’S DAUGHTER. 


_ THERE is fever in Fairfield Ales 
ig nt iis height, in one den at least. 


; there alwavs is; but to-day it 
And inthis den, propped up 


aching, burnin 
limbs of all that ~~ 
is left of ayy 


family of five. \ 
They are three \ 


x father and \ \\o. 4, =e Z 

nis «two little i) ? sy) Na 

girls, The wife 4 VA: =e “ns, 

and mother was y}//7 pitas BAY 
= 


buried last i% 
werk ; the little * 
boy is to be; 
fetched by the sy 
parish this after- 7 
noon, why 
As the small 
rough coffin is <7, 7 


ied A ic ea ESS = 
carried away in A Fig cre Cea : — Ze, 
the dark—for it CO SES. : = 


is dark all the -~2777  .- a a oa 
twenty-four* pas Na. bine 
hours round in ox on a ae Lge 
Fairfield Alley, AO ig emt ee agree 
aid that at Neen 7 iS 

night it is a ean of face 

little darker Se eres 


than usual—a girl of about sixteen, handsome, and attired in 
clothes of the well-to-do, goes hastily up to the fever-tenement and 
enters, Arrived at the third landing, she gropes her way into the 
close and evil-smelling room wherein are moaning the fever- 
stricken trio, and at once sets about to make the best of the worst 
taking food and drink and medicine from a bag she has with her, 
and placing them on the floor beside the sick man. She has 
brought two blankets with her as well, which she unrolls and 
covers the half-naked children with. 

The man is too weak to say much in thanks for the girl's good- 
ness, “God bless you!” is the most lis fevered lips can utter, but 
in that one sentence is expressed the gratitude of a hundred hearts, 

Day after day the girl repeats her visits; until now the children 
are convalescent, They are warmly clothed, too, and the room is 
warm as well—not so much with the tire of fever as with the fire 
of coals ; but the man, who seemed to rally once, is much weaker, 
o mend the girl 

f attends him with 
i an anxious look, 

. 1 i) go He marks her 
, | i manner, and 
{ eaves, huskily,and 
; with great etfort, 

* Dont mind me, 

Miss Palmer, 

Vin more afeared 

to live than div, 

l can tell ve; and 

T wonldn't make 
? no effit to live if 

it worn't for the 

kids, What‘ll 

come o' them, 
} miss, now you've 

nursed ‘em back 
] | to life?” 

{ “They'll be all 
right, Joe, never 
fear, If I can’t 
get them into a 
good home, Joe, 
where they'll be 
taught to live a 
useful life, they'll 
have a home 
with me. There! 
is that good 
enough?” she 
added, cheer- 
fully. 

“Too good, miss—and I don't know how to thank you! \ 

“You'll thank me, Joe, by not letting those tears get into your 
eves,” replied the girl, brushing away a few of her own as shespoke, 
‘Then she bade them good-bye, promising to be round again soon, 

Scarce had the occupants of the tiny room time to realise the 
cheerlesaness that her departure left behind, when a loud scream of 
fright ran through the alley, startling the children to the yetched 
window and causing the dying man to sit up and stare wildly, 

“Look, father !—look !—Miss Palmer!" the little girls cried, 
pointing excitedly down into the alley below, i 

The man, weak though he was, sprang to his feet and hurried to 
the window, from which he looked upon ascene which produced iu 
him the fury of a wild beast. ene y 

Two rough-looking men—thieves who had their hiding-place in 
Fairfield Alley—had set upon Miss Palmer, one of whom held his 
hand over her mouth, while the other rifled her pockets. 

In less time than it seemed possible for the man even to fall 
down the rickety staircase of the wretched hovel, poor dying Joe 
had the two ruf- 
fians in his aw- 
ful grip, throw- 
ing them in one 
heap to the 
ground with 
that = marvel- 
lous force of 
which delirium 
only is capable, 
and squeezing 
their throats un- 
til their eyes, 
like his, stood 
far out from 
their sockets 
and shone with 
the glassiness of 
death. Therage 
of Miss Palmer’s 
deliverer was 
terrible to wit- 
ness, ong 
after he had 
squeezed the 
life out of them, 
he stood there 
—none daring 
to interfere— 
beating at their 
upturned faces 
with his Shot en 
clenched fist ; till at last, having exhansted every particle of power 
within him, he turned a grateful look mt hepa 
who had saved his children and tell forward upon the bodies of 
his victims, dead, 


A good Sainaritan. 


In his stip. 


he direction of the 
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A DISTINCTION WITHOUT A DIFFERENCE. 


“Oh, Talways walk down when it’s fine, and when it 
Tains sou cant get a ride for love or money.” 


%* Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 


o her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No. 267.—Miss FRANCES GREGORY. 
“No heart than mine more truly beats for thee.” 
(The Dook Snook.) 
“A veritable fairy, she.” (Lord Bob.) 
“What chance have I 'gainst all who claim her hand ?” 
(The Hon, Billy.) 


QQ) “Tosh me,” said the Eider, “if the U.P. nasna had the impfidence to buiid an opporeeshen kirk whiles A’ve been 
awa indisposed! But wha’s that bonnie wee laddie tramping awa through the suaw ?—his face is vera fameelyer, and 


A've twa noses mesel.” 


Persons with prominent features should be careful not to approac!: too 
lear the camera, as it is very apt to exaggerate near objects unduly. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. | 


A WARNING. 


Female vvice (from above). Whatever are von doing, John? 
Midnight Reveller, Turning out the gash in the hall, my 
dear, that’sh all! 


THE FESTIVE ONE. 


“Snecess, dearest. bona dri 
Cipal Boy’ at last. ky 


i, 'rat 
Letter of Youny Lat, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—HARRY PAYNE, Esq. _ 


“Good old Harry Payne! Last of the old English clowns, beginning with Joe 
Grimaldi, —(1) whose farewell performance A, SLOVER, a fair babe, assisted at; 
turning now and again from his mother's bosom to crow and smile at his quips and 
cranks, high up in the gallery of the Lane. (2) That is it we exempt the scara- 
mouch introduced in the first pantomime ea nthe last century by an ancestor of 
A. SLOPER'S—Signor Sloperini, Go, Harry; go where Drury waits thee!” The 
above eulogy was delivered at the bar of the Albion, on Boxing Night, when the 
Eminent, with his usual open-handed hospitality, was partaking of four of “Un- 
swretened” at his friend Harry Payne's expense. “I will,” suid Mr. Payne, “for 
the opening must be nearly over, Good-night.” “Stay. Harry, stay, while I the 
goblet drain, and I will accompany thee,” cried A. SLOPER, “and will interview 
thee during the Harlequinade.” * You are very good, but I can't possibly pass you 
in to-nivht.” “Fear not, I have carte blanche frum Sir Augustus.” With a 
smothered vath the famous clown led the way. “ You had better leave that bundle 
with the stage-door keeper,” said he, alluding to a brown paper parcel under the 


Monldy One’sarm. “That, Harry, is required fur the purpose of the intervi 
intend apr go with you as clown teenight!” Sec argument Lisi 
Mr, Payne said,“ Come along, then ; I'll make you up.” (3) “Twas done, : S 
thinking,” said he, “that the best time to interview me will be in t! STK . 
“Think so?” said A. SLOPER, admiring himself in the glass, “All right. 7 

come with me, the prompter shall call you when we are ready.” and Mr. re 
the way beneath the stage. “There, stand on that lite platform, you Ae 

of the way of the people when they come off.” Left alone in Laie ri ald 
A. SLOPER amused himself by picturing the delight of the audience whet ‘« 

make his appearance, when his pleasant reverie was interrupted by a voic felt } 1 
of the gloom. “Go!” cried the voice—(4) Immediately the W reel a aA. 
being shot high up into the air, and down he came flop on the stage Auk . 
—15) The curtain had fallen on another triumph ; the clown had poket ee 
round the corner to say * Good-night.”. Anon a figure wearing & eomp ies sab ' i 
and a fur-lined coat issued from the stage door alone, That figure was Mr. ' arry 


THE ELDER HAS THE JAMES PRESERVES AGAIN. 


aa) 


laddie’s meltin’ awa.” 


. . er woe a's ff 
(2) But T, MeParritch only said, * Ye wheezen tadpole, ye've had ower muckle o' what A’ve nad be ebidstieh t the wee 
& wee o' what A've had ower muckleo’.” And the Elder yelped, “the kirk’s comin’ richt, comin richt, bu 


urday, December 81, 1892.] ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
SS ee ———_—a—)3)??? eek 
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——z 


Over Larol- Bae Seas 


Te) 
asld 


rs =, ¢ 
Jack Che -Chare-Killer> | 


erg - Sibbins.— 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


A right Happy '93 to ye, friends. Attention for my New Year Show :—Qh, ha j nell re " i 4 i 1 

: App! ye, e t Show :— ppy time, se soon | welcomes, as we see, The New Year—1893:—Archbishop Vaughan will soon, I hear, Be made a 
Nee uN n forrign postage costs a d.” :—May gallant Jack the lion slay; Reform is what we | Cardinal this year :—From off the roof they took the ieag—Portmanteas and a Gladstone hag i- 
vi teday:—The council sit, and ina batch The Home Rule Egg resolve to hatch :—The Ancicnt | A Democratic speaker's zest Leads to his very prompt arrest —THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


ILL WEEDS. 


Trould't get a cab to bring me to the dance, so came on 


af se mm: 
_Wonld Taty Fitzbosh mind me leaving it in the hall 2 


vn 


TURNING OVER A NEW LEAF. 


Jones. What the deuce am I to do with the paper? 
Brown, Thish is last day in the old year, an I've signed off, 
old chap—see? Start ter-morrer with anover year. 


\ y 
FF 
\" | ie] 

Nat 

th \ 

it 


“There's a horrid smell of something burning, Jane, Ias cook been throwing cabbage leaves on the 
kitchen fire?” 
“Qh, uo m'm. We noticed it oursclves, and we think it must be master smoking in the library.” “ Danger be blowed ! 


‘Hot to keep me long. wonder if she [s maling 
‘ 


@ fool of me Wot do I care?" 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


_—~—— 


Tur complimentary epistles sent to him concerning his 
“CHuistMaAS HOLIDAYS” have been innumerable, and A, SLOPEt 
thanks a gener- 
ous and appre- 
ciative public, at 
the same time 
donning the 
laurel wreath 
which he has so 
nobly won, 


CHRISTMAS 
Ho.ipays” has 
met with won- 
derful — success, 
and, in fact, even 
now the demand 
for it is unpre- 
cedented. ut 
the supply has 
dried up, and it 
js just a ques- 
tion whether the 
Rothschilds, 
with even their 
command of 
capital, could 
purchase, say, a 
dozen copies of 
the pauper, 
Everyone con- 
nected with its 
publication have 
done their work 
thoroughly, and 
The Grand Old 
Humorist 
thanks them cordially, And he does still more—that is as far as 
the general public is concerned. The time for good resolutions 
is now at hand, and only second to his resolve to put down drink 
at every opportunity, is his resolution to startle his patrons during 
the coming year. It takes a lot to surprise the British public; but 
A. SLOPER, during the year of 1893, means todo it. Having put on 
the blue ribbon, he feels himself capable of tackling anything, and 
even sighs for other worlds to fight. He has conquered the 
British nation by a lavish expenditure, together with a weekly 
dose of comicalities. Let other countries beware, or the same fate 
awaits them. aoe 
s 


AMONG other marked improvements to be madeant Mildew Court 
in the early part of the New Year will be the purchase of a pair of 
second-hand trow-wow-wowsers for Jubilee, Other changes are in 
contemplation, as 

* 


A WRITER in a contemporary devoted to matters of interest to 
the sex that is proverbially fair, but, alas! too often isn’t, says 
that the fashion of giving New 
Year's gifts, in addition to or 
in preference to one at Christ- 
mas, is largely on the incrense. 
A. SLOPER is glad to hear this. 
He has a lot of feminine 
friends, and no more fitting 
opportunity could be found 
for declaring his partiality for 
embroidered slippers, fancy 
smoking-caps, and other tasty 
little items, easily worked by 
the dainty fingers of his ad- 
mirers. Contributions sent by 
rail or post must in all cases 
be prepaid. Ladies bringing 
their offerings in person should 
be careful to first inquire of 
the Office Boy whether Mrs. 
Sloper by any chance happens 
to be upon the premises. 


* 

THE distribution of moneys 
received in aid of “Ally 
Sloper's Christmas Appeal” 
commenced on Monday, De- 
cember 19th, and A. SLOPER 
only wishes those who have 
so kindly contributed could 
have seen the pathetic joy 
upon the pinched, careworn 
faces of many of the applicants as they went gratefully out with 
the trifle which was to buy them food and fire, or, perchance, a pre- 
viously undreamt-of Christmas dinner. Good reader, the New Year 
is, unquestionably, the time for good resolutions, Let your first 
oue be to send the Old 'Un a trifle, which will enable some 
poverty-stricken creature to regard a bit more hopefully the dawn 
of 1893. es 

s 


It is not improbable that Iky Moses will be a great deal away 
from town during the coming year. Holloway is spoken of as 
salubrious. This will depend, however, to some extent on whether 
he is caught in the act. se 

* 


To his already long list of successes Mr. C. H. Hawtrey has to 
add yet one other in the screaming farcical comedy, Zv-Day. The 
piece is one of the 
drollest of its 
kind seen on the 
London stage for 
some few years, 
Mr. C. Brook- 
field has done his 
work excellently, 
and it will be a 
long time before 
a change of pro- 
gramme is re- 
quired at the cosy 
little Comedy 
Theatre. Mr. C, 
H. Hawtrey, 
together with 
Lottie Venne, is 
the lice and soul 
of the piece, and 
receive excellent 
assistance from 
the rest of the 
company, who, 
one and all, do 
their best to 
make the piece 
what it undoubt- 
edly is—viz., one 
of the greatest 
successes of the 
season. Before long, all London will be flocking to Panton Street. 

ra 


« 
Tue creditors of the Moth-Eaten Fabric are requested to send 
in their accounts immediately to Mildew Court. The bills will be 
filed in the order in which they are received. ‘The last man, there- 
fure, stands the best chance of being paid. Well, reyther, Bill! 


————s 


: '. | dish at the 
“ALLY SLOPER'S | 


| ing days on earth a bit 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


LoNponeErs have a choice selection of pantomimes to choose 
from this year, and something out of the common will doubtless 


result, owing to the 
keen rivalry among 


theatrical managers, Sir 
Augustus Harrie can 
always be depended on 
for something striking, 
and this year is no ex- 
ception tothe rule, Mr. 
Oscar Barrett has pre- 
pared a very savoury 
Olympic 
Theatre, and the re- 
spective managers of 
the Marylebone, Stan- 
dard, Grand and Surrey 
Theatres have surpasseti 
themselves this year. A 
visit to all these shows 
will well repay the play- 
goer, +2¢ 


W. S. GILBERT'S ap- 
peal on behalf of the 
poor old street singer, 
Charles Martin, is made 
ina good cause, ALLY 
has sent his humble 
nite to assist in making 
the old chap’s remain- 


happier, and he hopes 
some of his pals will do 
likewise. Gilbert's idea of sending the old man to heaven with 
a pleasant taste in his mouth and a forgiving memory of a world 
that has dealt hardly with him, is awfully fine. By the way, 
Edward Solomon, Thanet Lodge, Park Village East, Regent's Park, 
N.W., is receiving subscriptions also. 


» 

New Year's Hampers for A. SLOPER should he addressed 
No. 1 Sloper's Alley, with directions on the label to Ping the Top 
Bell. Friends at a distance, wishing to pay the Old ’Un the com- 
pliments of the season, are requested not to send dead cats this 
time. We don't like them. *.* 


THE numberless actors who are representing the Eminent in the 
pantomimes this year, town and country, will not be proceeded 
A. SLOPER'S not that sort of man, and the Lord Cham- 


against. ‘ y : 
berlain has no power to stop ‘em, “ Zhank 'Evings/” as Aunt 
Geeser says. 8 


THE advent of the New Yenr usually marks the arrival of that 
seasonable visitor, John Frost, Ksq.—that is if that chilly individual 
has not previously made 
his appearance for the 
season, Vilify him as 
many do, he is really 
not half a bad old sort ; 
and although many 
inconveniences — street 
slides, absence of water, 
bursting pipes, and 
other unpleasantnesses 
—can be laid to his 
charge, it should not be 
forgotten that it is to 
his kindly influence 
that we owe that splen- 
did skate, that enjoy- 
able sleigh, that sharp, 
health-giving walk 
through the crisp air 
when the hardened 
ground rings beneath 
our feet and all nature 
is clad in the virgin 
purity of sparkling 
rime. Yes, like most 
folks, Jack has his good 
and his bad points. It 
is a moot question 
which preponderate, 

- * 


* 

THE Rev. Robert 
William Dobbie, Minister of Blochairn Free Church, Glasgow, has 
brought out his sixpenny book,“The Drink Traffic,” just in the 
nick of time. Already McGooseley talks of joining the Cerulean- 
Ribbon Contingent, while the Elder McNab is reducing his daily 
drams considerably. It is a singular thing, however, that the 
publishers of this clever little work rejoice in the name of 
Glass & Co., isn't it? ** 


THAT clever little paper The Isis, published in Oxford, is going 
ahead like wildfire. An Oxford man sithout his Jsis is like a 
Highlander without a kilt—“he ain’t complete,” as Mrs. Sloper 
would say. The editor and proprietor, Mostyn Pigott, is a smart 
member, aud A, SLOPER is proud to take him to his manly chest 
and caress him. *\* 


Just to put them into proper training for the then a proaching 
Christmas festivities, the Mildewed Reveller prevailed upon the 
entire Family to accompany 
him on the evening of Friday, 
December 16th, to the Middle- 
sex Music- Hall, endearingly 
known to the élite of Drury 
Lane and the choice surround- 
ing district as the Great Mogul. 
Always a capital programine, 
the entertainment was on this 
occasion exceptionally excel- 
lent, the performance given by 
Professor Alberto and Mdlle. 
Nina having peculiar interest 
for the Old Man, who, under 
the myatic influence of the 
talented Alberto’s art, was 
made to disappear and reappear 
from the stage to the astonish- 
ment and amusement of the 
audience. ‘The Professor is, 
indeed, a champion illusionist. 

* 


THe F.0.M. has this day 
been pleased to confer the 


ave 3 
“ Sloper Award of Merit” upon a aa 
RENNIE-TAILYOUR, because he 
introduerd the “HALF 'UN" 
to King Lobengula, * Feyther,” 


gasped the Azure-Eyed Private 

Secretary, “a pity you can't get 

a few more ot ‘em like Rennie 

to boom the ‘’ARF ‘OLIDAY’ 

in furrin’ parts, I'm convinced that there’s nothing would soothe 
the savage beast in Matabele-land and elsewhere sooner than a 
wurbatim report of the doin’s of me and Bill "Iggins ’as given in 
this fossilised rag of yourn. Rennie’s a friendly Zulu, ain’t he?” 
A few minutes later A. SLOPER was closeted by himself in 
the wine-cellar and thinking over the bright future in store for 
Alexandry. 


(Saturday, December 31, 1892, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS” 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING Jasvany 7 
TH, 1893, 
1st January, 1887.—A terrible crime was this a 
to have been Committed in the Morbihan. A 4: 
named Jallu, had four children—two sons and two Ball 1 
elder daughter, Esther Jallu, was pretty, and was p daught 
3 ASN vrent 


AY reported 


in the village, where the other inmates of i a 
e i the mill wer. 

and feared. One day her family began to aon car te dds deed 
sessed of the Demon of Pride, and her brothers declaraa ¢; Sebi 
body that they would in some way drive it out. ‘Tie jee 
doors of the quill, and, seizing their sister, threw es aap ee 
one of them held her down while the other bored ha rane 
“oe an auger. oon aie was to escape out of ih a ue 
these openings. Tour holes were bored ; one j Sr ae 
Fike FS te in the fore 
the operation, The inmates of the mill havi 

5 { avin “ns 
were seut to a madhouse, K heen 


dy, and one in each leg. Esther, of course. cj.” 


led under 


eized, the y 


2nd January, 1887.—A dreadful story is this d: 
from Kings county, At a place called tanec Mas 
arrested a wandering lunatic named Troy, who had re 
his home at Urlingford, eight miles distant. The unfor 
was quite nude, and had clasped to his bosom the | 
little son, who had perished in his arms from exposure tu 1; ae 


8rd January, 1892.—That peculiar phase of sy, 
which has regard to lucky or unlucky, good or evil day. 
found in all ages and climes, Thus, according to the: “| 
Knowledge,” the 3rd of January is one of the Dics Mala.or i), 
days. Even to the present day literary svothsayers «| 
* prophetic messengers,” and the simple West-country peas ina 

urn you that such and such a day is not proper for certain thine 
owing to the sun being in the wrong sign. ieee 


able tragedienne, Kache!, who died on the above date, is exemp jtied 
in this true story :—* Dining once at Comte Duciiite 4 Rae 
took a fancy for the splendid silver centre-piece. ‘Too cles, 
unmask her batteries ut once, she began by admiring the Alaeal 
contents, then, at last, she came to the principal point Tia 
host was either in one of his generous or foolish moods, a1 
/ at once made her a present of it. Rachel fearing, howev- 
| that the Count’s wife might afterwards induce him to iter. . 
mind, announced her intention of leaving at once. The Con: 
offered to send her home in his carriage. ‘ Yes, that will do adn: 
ably ; there will be no fear of my being robbed of your presen: 
which 1 will take with me.’ ‘Perfectly, mademoiselle.’ rep.ied the 
comte. ‘But you will send me back my carriage, won't you!"" 


4th January, 1858.—The overweening greed of the ini; 


5th January, 1807.—Breslau this day surrendered to ti6 
French. ‘The foliowing story is told of the casting of ihe bell for 
the church of St. Mary Magdalen at Breslau. When the metal was 
just ready to be poured into the mould, the chief founder went to 
dinner, and forbade his apprentice to touch the vent. The youth, 
however, disobeyed; the whole of the metal ran into the mould: 
and the enraged master returning slew the apprentice on the sper 
On breaking away the mould he found he had been too hasty, 
for the bell was cast as perfectly as possible. The master wis 
sentenced to death, but he entreated the authorities that he mizit 
be allowed to hear the bell once before he died. His petition was 
granted, and from that time the bell was rung on the executin 
of a criminal. 


6th Jan , 1794.—Kobert Badeley, the actor, bequeatled 
the interest of £100 Three per Cents., to be expended this day ar 
thenceforth, annually, in a twelfth cake with wine and punch, te 
he distributed on Twelfth Night in the greenroom of Drury Lare 
Theatre, to make the future sons and daughters of Thespis remenr 
ber an old friend and member of the profession, 


7th January, 1861.—Lola Montez died this day at Siw 
York. ayed 33. 


A NEW YEAR'S RESOLVE FOR EVERYBODY. 
(After “Annie Laurie”) 
WHEN we're laden wi’ misfortunes 
And wi’ troubles not a few 
Oh, it’s then that ALLY SLOPER 
Pruves a frien’ an’ comrade true! 
Pruves a frien’ an’ comrade true, 
Wha can turn our grief to glee, 
Sac for jolly ALLY SLOPER 
1 will lay me doon one D.* 


His jokes are aye the lightest, 
His rhymes are par to con, 
His pictures still the brightest 
That e’er ye keekit on! 
That e’er ye keekit on, 
For they glad baith hairt an’ o’e, 
Sane each week for ALLY SLOPER 
1 will lay me doon one D. 


While on ALLY’S help relying, 
T can pain an’ sickness Cheat, 
For he keeps my breast frae sighing, 
An’ my hairt wi’ joy replete! 
Yes, my hairt wi’ joy replete, 
An’ my frame frae anguish free, 
Sae each week for ALLY SLOPER 
1 will lay me doon one D. 


© To wit, one penny ; that being the amount for which, incredible as it "4° 
seem, the Que and Unly “ HaLr 'UN" is to be procured, 


> 


A FOREGONE CONCLU SION. 


Ir was the hardest, cruellest. gloomiest Christmas that : 
Broughnes had yet seen, and that was saying a great deal * ‘ 
Broughne—careless, philosophic Broughne—had 80 Lae 
assiduously iollowed a work-be-d—d policy, that the pre-v toe 
of wretchedness in which he and his family were involved coll 
not by any means be wondered at. Josety alint? 

“ Maria,” said he, drawing his threadbare coat more bse a 
him, “what's the meanin’ o’ this—Christmas Eve, and net 
candle to see by 2” vs al ts 

“ B-b-baby had the last one for b-b-breakfast, sobbed t 
wretched woman. ‘ racanles 

“ Ho, ho! A young Russian, eh!” cried the starving phil 80] 

“Wretch! ‘The pantry is now absolutely empty. V7. athens 

“Then | am proportionately grieved—for Nature, Sar" 
a vacuum, Socrates says—"” i ” 

“Never mind Socrates, Susan says all the coal's gone. 

“And with it all my tick.” f 

“ There is not so much as a drop of beer in 

“ Wine is a mocker, strong drink is raging, 
does not the poet sing :— 

ee Rarnoneite, Jemioneiits 
$ i lemonade ¢ 

It salons yer Uiroteie at two “da bottle, 
Glorious lemonade !’" ene, 


Mrs, B., poor soul, could stand it no longer. Shee 


rae anyhow,” she said, with great emphasis, 
starve!” ” rare | 
gore be praised for those kind words ! exclaim’. 
dropping upon his knees. | “T thought it was a ee eek 
Oh, Maria—excellent Maria—tell me, you have a ho: 
somewhere 7 : 

Swish! Ker-flop! The roller of the wrin 
him flush upon his philosophic caput, and jus 


the house.” 
whereas, 20" ¢ 


ging machine 
tly Paid firme foe: 


Saturday, Dece 


mber 31, 1892.} 


se NEW LEAVES. 


AH me! —one 
more Year is 
now over and 
past ! 

With some it went 
slowly, with 
some it weut 
fast ; 

With some it went 
ill, and = with 
some it went 
well; 

With some ‘twas a 
prize, and with 
others a “sell,” 

But this is the 
season of tur- 
keys and 
beeves, 

And also the time 
to turn over 
new leaves, 


Most people turn 
over new leaves 
every year, 


Rut before many days very crooked they'll steer. — 
Let them try as they will, yet they cannot go straight ; 


Atte 


they'll repent—but ‘tis often too late ; 
hough ev ry bad habit its bond strongly weaves, 


“yis never too late to tura over new leaves, 


That why be didactic ?—for ald flesh is weak : 
Ourreasons for failure are not far to scek, 


Five 


SLOPER at times from the 
Owing periaps to his unsweeten 


Hight path will lapse, 
yd schnapps. 


Sy, as our frail vows make men laugh in their sleeves, 


Suny & 


) get our new vol., and turn over new leaves. 


THE MISSING WORD. 
«sp so there will be no more word competitions?” 


le gazed thus in pity 
sadness upon — the 
creature, who had won 
him his heart, the 
t, mantiest heart that 
beat beneath a dress 
steoat and a aah ane 
stuck undershirt, a bright, 
a happy thought, ap- 
peired to strike him, 
“Mics Wallowick—Editha,” 
ie said, plucking her gently 
ty the sleeve. “let us have 
a qissing word competition 
i uwn account.” 
fie fair girl’s face 
rightened as his words 
her from her reverie. 
. she said, simply, 
Fiederick produced the 
stun of pencil he had bor- 
reve the week previous 
irom avconfiding fellow-clerk, 


shell postal orders; and the 


was « world of regret in the clear, rich tones of Editha 
< as she gave utterance to these words—regret which 
long, weary lexicographical researches, and innumerable 
right young tea-broker's clerk, as 
» sood there gazing into the depths of her eyes, drinking in the 
of her voice, felt keenly how sad, how truly inexpressibly 
: was that this fair flower shouldjhave been deprived of her 
ment, anda fierce, wild desire to go out and intlict violence 
the Public Prosecutor, assault and batter Sir John Bridge, 
i the secretary of the Anti-Gambling League in the iciest of 


wing the flyleaf from a solicitor’s letter, demanding imme- 
ettlement of his tailor's bill, presently produced the follow- 


If you could only guess, my lov 
My agonised distress,” _— 

Whene’er I asked you to be bride, 
You'd fondly answer —— 


“There,” he said, handing 


Vatitt 


her the little verse. “N i 
your idea of the missing word?” ig lalctanaies 


1a read it, and a becoming blush suffused her fair checks. 


* Mast—must it thyme?” she asked, coyly. 


wy 
then, 


* what?” demandec 
~ le, and half encirelin 


«she breathed, soft 


she said, 


ly; 

e threw herself upon his 

_}retty, ripe lips for the first 

‘ul what.” he asked, five 
you dies) had T not insisted upon it rhyming?” 

Mae slowly, “L somehow fancy my word would 

rater.” And once again she nestled lovingly to his 


rtainly,” responded her lover, hastily. 
hae said the fair girl, slowly, bash fully regarding the bows 
* slippers, “in my spnion the word is——’ 

the eager swain, drawing yet closer to 
g the slim, tapering waist. 
and with a happy, contented little 
waistcoat buttons, and turued up 
sweet tribute of his affection. 
minutes later, “would have been 


—_—_—- 


GIRLS OF THE ‘“FRIV.” 
No. 79.—KATIE CULLENDER, 


THE Fates have ne'er to Kate been 
kind, 


Her path has not been smooth ; 


en by carping cranks ma- 


ligned 
As much as General Booth. 
Misfortune oft has scourged her fair 
_ Young form with grievous rods i 
Yet ne'er a whit does Katie care— 
She's the darling of “the gods” ! 


The Hank in which her wealth had 
ain 

Has lately “ gone to pot ;” 

And fifty times she’s tried in vain 

‘ A winning horse to spot. 

She lost a Breach of Promise case 

_ Last month ; but what's the odds? 

This fact can all her woes efface— 

She's the darling of the gods ! 


From Lemprigre you'ye doubtless 
learned 
That whom the gods admired 
W ere into constellations turned 
I'he moment they expired. 
So Kate will,in those realms afar 
{ , Where Jove sublimely nods, 
/ Be, after death, a bright, bright star— 
She’s the darling of the gods! 


A QUESTION. 
Smith, 1 hear that young Hardup 


marry VG ‘ K 
fee Miss Bullion, the rich banker's daughter, 


a the Y ky ervar |! 


Pr ite ceiiee et don't know which is most to be congratulated, he 
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THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—, 


18 BERKELEY SQUARE, December 12th, 1892. 
My DEAR SirR,—l have much pleasure in continuing a small 
subscription (£1 1s.) to your kind work.—Truly yours, 
8, B. BANCROFT. 


December 12th, 1892. 
DEAR Mr. SLOPER,—Inclosed please find cheque for £1 1s. for 
Fuud,—Yours sincerely, KATE JAMES. 


WINTER LODGE, ADDISON Roap, Lonpoy, W,, 
December th, 1892. 
Dear Sin,—I am in receipt of your favour of the 5th inst., for 
which 1 thauk you. I iuclose cheque for £2 28, and am yours 
truly, SYDNEY GRUNDY. 


la ABINGDON MANSIONS, KENSINGTON, W., 
December Vth, 1892. 

DEAR S1R,—I inclose postal order for 10s. on behalf of the 
“ Destitute Poor of London,” and hope you will be successful in 
siding even a greater number than you did last year.—Yours 
faithfully, MAUD MILTON, 


62 AVENUE RoaD, N.W., December 18th, 1892. 
DEAR S1rR,—Inclosed you will find a small donation towards 
“ Ally Sloper’s Christmas ma hol The numerous applications of 
a similar kind prevent me from sending a larger amount.—Yours 
very truly, FREDK. GOODALL. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 146.—HE Sets a RIDDLE, 


AFTER two months, three weeks, six days, twenty-three hours> 
fifty-nine minutes and fifty-nine seconds of incessant study and 
research, ALLY SLOPER has dug up out of his abysmal mind a 
riddle for the entertainment of his readers, 1t runs as follows :— 
“ When isa trifle not a trifle?” And tosuch as are constrained 
to “give it up,” he herewith forwards the solution, 


Forth from his employment thrown 

Through no folly of his own, 

See how pale yon wretch has grown, 
Hear the sobs he fails to stifle. 

When a trifle’s given to him, 

Meant to dry his eyes so dim, 

And dismiss the want-wolves grim, 
Then a trifle’s not a trifle! 


Standing with uncovered head 
Ry a weak, wan woman's bed, 
Knowing that, for want of bread, 
Soon Fis poor, industrious wife'll 
Re transferred from earth to heaven, 
How his heart with grief is riven! 
When to him a trifle’s given, 
Then a trifle’s not a trifle! 


Round the room his infant brood 
Clamour in distressful mood 
For the long-witholden food : 

Yet if any shop he rifle 
Lest his children’s lives should end, 
He shall be in durance penued. 
lf vou him a trifle send, 

Then a trifle’s not a trifle! 


Ye whose hearts are not of steel ! 

Ye who for the wretched feel ! 

lf ye heed your Wreck’s “ Appeal,” 
Higher than the Tower of Eiffel 

Shall your hearts benevolent 

Soar with joy and sweet content: 

For the merest mite so spent, 
Gentle friends, is not a trifle ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHERISTMAS APPrPHAGL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £105 198. 10d. 


SINCE RECEIVED :—ALLY SLOPER, Fsq., F.0.M. (weckly donation), £1; ADA 
RLANCHE, £1 18.; ARTHUR MAITLAND, 1s.; “THE MIDDLE BEAR,” 10s. ; 
Cuas. J. DUNPHIR, 10s.; G. GOODBURN, 5s.; M. A. J., 28.6d.; BERTIE, 28. 6d. ; 
“3 MARCS AND 1 W," 10s.; ANCHOR, Is.; G.G. KILBURN, 10s,; MAUD MILTON, 
10s.; EUGENE STRATTON, F.O.S., £1 18.; “POOR OLD BROWN," 10s.; 
H. ABDUREUMAN, 2s, 6d.; FRANK and KeiTo, 1s.;* MERRY XMAS” (York), 
2s.; F.S. (Liverpool), 5s.; W.0., 2s. 6d.; E. P., 18.; 0. S. N., 78. 6d.; S. and 
J. D., s.; * GINGERBREAD CHUCKER,” ls.; KATIE PHILLIPS, 2s. 6d.; J. H.F., 
1s.; J.S.,18.; S.B., 3d.; H.C., 3d.; “A FRIEND,” 1s.; BILLIE BARLOW, £1 1s, ; 
ARTHUR CECIL, £1 18.; Collected by JAMES ALBERT, £3 6s, 9d.; H. A. de L., 
2s. 6d.; R. HECKMONDWIKE, 5s.; G. CaTT, 28. 6d.; W. F. THOMAS, £2 2s.; 
¥E. BUCKLEY, 3s, 6d.; CHARLES LAURIE, 10s. Gd.; GEO. GATCOMBE, 10s. 6d. ; 
A. B. TappinG, £1 1s.; ALFRED BRYAN, £11s.; J. A. SHEPHERD, 5s.; 
R, W. HEDLEY, 6d.; M.J. J., 18.6d.; E. M. 18.6d.; R. H. CROKER, 10s.; MINNIE 
LowWE, 6d.; J.E.GLEADELI., 2s. 6d.; R.M.R. (Bolton), 1s.; HARRY ANDERSON, 
5s.; A. A. THOMAS, 5s8.; Dr. E. WHITTLE, 5s.; Mrs. Davis, 5s.; WARWICK 
REYNOLDS, 5s.; “SOLO,” 58.; JAMES FERNANDEZ, 5s.; HORACE MOORHEN, 
10s.; W. H. DALTON, 5s.; Daisy and BoGIEz, 538.; “BLUE-ORBED,” 1s.; 
“ARTISAN,” ls.; THE “GUELDER Rosk,” 2s.6d.; WM. PARKINSON, £1 10s.; 
AN OLD FRIEND (“Somers’ Chapel”), £1; Tom HUNT, 5s. 

Making a total received up to December 20th, 1892, £132 11s. 1d. 


NOT SO LIBELLOUS AS IT LOOKED! 
{In the Star, recently, Captain Coe, in commending one of our “Hundreds and 
Thousands,” alluded to the F.O.M. as “that dry old dog, ALLY SLOVER."] 
ARMED with ponderous blunderbuss, 
Muttering many a maudlin cuss, 
Breathing flame, and snorting fire, 
Filled chokefull of direst ire. 
Went the Wreck to Captain Coe. 
“ Down to Hades, sir, you go, 
Unless you straight apologise Aes grovelling like a log) 
Yor having publicly declared that I'm a dry old dog! 


“ Are my cheeks, my neck, my chin, 
Shrivelled, wizened, pinched, aud thin? 
In these chubby hands do ye 
Symptoms of anzinia see? 
Print I in my paper aught 
That with prosiness is fraught? 
No, sir, no! So meet it is that you should quickly joz 
‘Yo sheol, for your false report that 1’m a dry old dog!” 


Spake the napster of the Star: 

* What you say is different far 

From my meaning. I was thinking 

Of your aptitude for drinking 

When I called you dry. Come, liquor!” 

Then a wide, wide smile did flicker 
O'er the Fossil's face, as he discussed the Captain's grog ; 
And, oh! that scores of writers more would call him “dry old dog!” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

EVEN amongst collegians “every Jack has his Jill.” To wit, his 
Vir-jill. 
_ Contempt of “Court”: Scornfully refusing an offer of mar- 
riage. 

AS twenty quires make one ream, there ought to be at (cast forty 
choirs in the Cathedral of Rheime. . 

No(s) ENING Performances: Weeping, wailing, and gnashing of 
teeth. 

GATTI-WAY with you, Messrs, Gatti! The only genuine “Our 
Boys” are Alexandry aud Biliggins, 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 


THE FREAKS OF FORTUNE. 


a 


CHAPTER V, 


THE crocodile was easy, but it was a warm business. There was 
a considerable amount of warm leisure in it. Tie skin had to tit 


as tight asa hariequin’s, 
and when one was inside 
that skin, there was no 
need for an overcoat, 
and, besides, a conside- 
rable portion of George 
Smith's leisure was spent 
in somewhat circum. 
scribed retirement. It 
would never do tomake 
a crocodile too cheap or 
too easily dealt’ with, so 
that during the business 
hours of the day the 
saurian had to confine 
itself to the seclusion of 
a long, narrow box, with 
a limited number of air- 
holes, to be drawn 
thence at intervals for 
the simple and guileless 
public to gaze at. 

The continement 
would have been irk- 
some to many, but 
George Smith bore it 
nobly, His spell of 
work, as a farm lubourer, 
had inured him to the 
hardship of submitting 
to @ vast amount of 
rest, and he found little 
difficulty in going off to 
sleepduring the intervals 
between the different ex- 
hibitions, He even got so 
well up to his business that he could go through his performances 
whileasleep, and his ability to sleep at all times became anadvantage 
in the eyes of Mr. Harmon, because it enabled George, when he had 
shed his skin at night, to take entire charge of the caravans, and 
so drive from town to town without the other members of the 
staff being troubled. This made George Smith popular with his 
colleagues in the company, and the proprietor even raised his 
salary by one shillinga week ere he was six months at the business, 

Nor was George without his triumphs among the public. At 
places where the exhibition was making a return visit, there were 
those who contrasted the learned crocodile’s performances with 
those of its appearances in former days, and its later form was 
considered much superior, George's predecessor had had little 
taste in the higher branches of the profession, and, being exceed- 
ingly illiterate, was wholly unable to exhaust the possible attain- 
ments of the animal. He had no humour, and had to be content 
with erecting 
himself on his 
hind legs — in- 
deed, he pre- 
ferred to main- 
tain that atti- 
tude—and giving 
a sort of shuffle, 
which had a 
faint resem- 
blance to an 
Irish jig. George 
improved on 
that. He treated 
the audience to 
a fragment of a 
Highland fling, 
and an extract 
from the sailor's 
hornpipe. He in- 
troduced low 
comedy business 
by occasionally 
knocking down 
asmall with 
his tail,and when 
the learned pony 
attached to the 
show took illand 
died of glanders, he volunteered to add the business of fortune- 
telling to the crocodile’s other duties, and as such achieved much 
success, ess 

Peuple looked on these improvements as a triumph of civilisa- 
tion over the wild nature of the denizens of the dismal swamps, 
and great praise was awarded to Mr. Harmon for the evident pains 
he had bestowed on the education of the animal, and one editor of 
a country newspaper, who had got prepayment for three insertions 
of a four-inch display advertisement, wrote a leading article on the 
near approach of the millennium, and, with some satisfaction 
hailed the time when the crocodile might be a domesticated 
animal, and be used in the haulage of tramears. 

This leader did a power of good, and no less than three Sunday 
schools visited the show ina body. A visitation of this sort would 
not have been without danger to a crocodile of ordinary type, 
because the visit to the show was made, to some extent, the occa- 
sion of a public function, The children were paraded before going 
tothe show, and 
each presented 
with a bag of 
buns, With the 
noble generosity 
of childhood, 
each of the chil- 
dren thought it 
avduty to present 
the crocodile 
with a bun. 
An ordinary 
animal would 
have burst, as 
a result, but 
George had 
removed the 
stufling from 
his tail and 
made © roomy 
cellar of his 
enudal appen- 
dage, It) was 
tiring work, 
though, and 
once or twice 
George began to 
have fears that 
his accommoda- 
tion might be- 
come exhausted . 
before the Sunday school children did. : 
this did not prove to be the case; but ere rm 
like a railway refreshment-room counter, 

(To be cuntinucd newt weer.) 


 ARVELOUS 
PERFORM|N 


CR UCADNL 


The crocodile hornpir eth, 


The crocodile fortune-telleth. 


The Sunday school presentation. 


Fortunately, however, 
glittall that tacl was 


PONE oa Ser IS Relay gp 


ms 
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( 
( PyamiTyPL 


Bill, Come an’ ‘ave a drink, Jim? 
Jim, Can't leave the old ‘orse, 
Bill, "E won't run away. 

, Jim. Run away, be blowed ! If I lets go of ‘is ‘ead. q 

'e goes on ‘is knees, that’s why. toes 


Harry, Tye made one resolution for the New Year, girls, 
Ada, What's that, Harry ? 

Harry. Vm going to drop drinking Scotch whisky, 

Rose, Well done, Harry! 


No. 283.—-Mr. A. P. BoswELt, F.O.S, 


“The fact that Mr. A. P. Boswell is alive and kicking is so 
palpable as te require no emphasising nere, But the where- 
its of his birthplace is another matter altogether, and 
necessitates us Confessing that we are as ignorant on the subject 
ns, ne doubt, ere the majority of our readers. Combining as he 
does in his nattire the humour of the typical Irishman, the close- 
fi-teduess of the Sot ‘hman, and the general sturdiness of the 
‘average Englishman, honours may be said to be fairly divided. 
This statement of facts will, doubtless, do away with any 
jealousy which may have been engendered in the heads of the 
natives of those countries comprising the British Isles, We first 
tear of the genial A. P. Beat the age of about eighteen, He was 
then engaged in the furniture-shifting business, and it is on 
record that on several occasions he has removed in one load 
owls that would with the greatest ease have filled two or three 
Pantechnicons, When Fortune seemed to be beaming upon 
Lim her blandest of smiles, our worthy friend, through no 
yeason whatever, suddenly threw up work altogether and 
announced his intention of entering a monastery. Not finding 
one handy, our hero melted inte tears, and finally, after about two 
years’ rest, determined to try the variety stage as a medium by 
whieh to obtain a living. Chiefly because he is a music-hall gem, 
Boswell was ereated F.O.S, and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presented to him July 2ist, 1884," —Debrett Improved, 


Sleepless %. ve 
Harru, Yes: Tshall try Irish for a change. Aleplece Joan Cantons She lattes Seaton! J hate tie 


A DANGEROUS SERVICE. 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
Tame specimen of the Mastodonkey. 


(1) “Look here, Blotter,” said Mr. Sixanate to his clerk,”“ here’s a writ "I want lad!” “Ta-ta!” said Blotter. “Don't mention it !"——(3) “Flaming fire-bric 
served on Mr. Crushtones, He is rather an awkward customer to approach, but if A writ! Come back, you swindling pettifogging son of a starved monkey ee 
you succeed in serving him, you shall receive eighteenpence over and above your Crushbones a moment Jater as he started in pursuit. — (4) “Oh, lor!” 
customary weekly emolument. You understand?" “Yes, sir,” replied Blotter. Blotter ere they had covered a mile, “the nuts are loose and the bloominz > 
“Leave it to me, sir. I will run over there on my bicycle this half-holiday, and thus | slipping down! What's to be done now?" — (5) “I can't keep this up mics 
combine business with recreation.’——(2) “Ah, Mr. Crushbones!” cried the artful longer.” “Ho, ho!" bellowed the voice of the avenger behind him, “Seize bir 


Blotter a little later. “Glad to see you, My uncle's taken the Green Pig Hotel in Jearer! Now I'll make darnin'-needles and tooth-picks of you and your bon: slutner 
Swipes Street, and he's sending out samples of ale, free of charge, to probable | Take that !"——(6) When Blotter came to himself in the hospital a week afterwan!- 


it 


customers in the neighbourhood. You may expect an ‘eighteen gallon’ in about an he said he had a confused recollection of being struck by lightuing about 
honr's time. You'll find all abont it in our circular here.” “ Bless yer, boy! It'll be times and then rolled flat by a succession of kicking elephants, thrashing-t 
kindly welcome !" cried the guileless Crushbones, in great delight. “I've bin on the | and heavy steam-rollers ; and taking all things into consideration, he came te 
watch for writters since daybreak, and it's main dry work, Thankee kindly, my clusion that he had thoroughly and honestly earned the extra eigliteenpe 


HARDLY SOOTHING. 
<a 
ih 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 


A salted old seaboy ai Sandwich 
Was often half-seas over, and which 
Was worse, when they tried 
To reform him, replied 
In unparliamentary language, 


(Constable Trenchant has just “receired certain information” “I object to my letters being gulag an ea 
ish Cons i i i > native 3 about a hole in the ice.) on a silver waiter. Don't vou know that: ders 
A British Consul having his portrait taken by natives. No. 42.—Dollis, Sherbet Merchant (cheerily), ‘Oo says another cooler ! madam, but I thought you didn't.” Seen. 
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1—Miss TaRAt 
that horrid next-d 
wretch has gobbled 
ee 


